dump it is. Jesus, did I have a.swell time in Buffalo. ... 63
When are you going back?" When I told him that I had
no intention of returning he gave me a strange smile.
"Funny," he said, "you like it here and I like it there. I
wish we could swap passports. Pd give a lot to have an
American passport right now."
When I awoke the next mprning Katsimbalis had al-
ready left the hotel. Mister John said I would find hini
down the road by the Anargyros College. I swallowed
Mister John's greasy breakfast and took the road along
the waterfront towards the college. The college, as well
as most everything else of importance in Spetsai, was
donated to the community by the cigarette king. I stood
at the entrance admiring the buildings and as I turned to
go I saw Katsimbalis approaching with a great flourish of
the cane. He had in tow a friend of Ms—Kyrios Ypsilon,
I shall call him, to be discreet. Kyrios Ypsilon was a polit-
ical exile, I discovered j he had been transferred to Spet-
sai from some other island because of his poor health. I
liked Kyrios Ypsilon at once, the moment I shook hands
with him. He spoke French, not knowing any English,
but with a German accent. He was as Greek as Greek can
be, but he had been educated in Germany. What I liked
about him was his keen,'buoyant nature, his directness, his
passion for flowers and for metaphysics. He escorted us to
his room in a big deserted house, the very house in which '
the famous Bouboulina had been shot. While we chatted
he brought out a tin tub and filled it with warm water for
his bath. On a shelf near his bed he had a collection of
books. I glanced at the titles, which were in five or six
languages. There were The Divine Comedy, Faust, Tom
"Jones, several volumes of Aristotle, The Plumed Ser-
pent, Plato's Dialogues, two or three volumes of Shake-
speare, and so on. A most excellent diet for a prolonged
siege. "So you do know a little English?" I said. Oh yes,

